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THE “LITTLE NAPOLEON OF WALL STREET” IN EXILE. 
The Friends of His “Flush” Days Don’t Care to Know Him Now. 
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CARTOONS AND COMMENTS. 
66 Realy,” said the Honored Head of 

the Long-Established Banking- House to 
the Inquisitive Reporter: “1 don’t know any- 
thing about this man Word—Ward—what’s his 
name? What’s that? He says he paid us two 
hundred and fifty thousand dollars? Oh, dear, 
no. Must be some mistake about that. I think 
we did have some small transactions with him; 
but they were only in the ordinary commercial 
way, and they couldn’t have amounted to more 
than two hundred and twenty-five thousand dol- 
lars, at that. We just bought his paper, that’s 
all. I don’t remember the affair—it was a mere 
trifle—in the ordinary course of business, you 
know. Indeed, I don’t think I ever knew any- 
thing about his firm. May have bought a few 
hundred thousand dollars’? worth of his paper; 
but I can’t be expected to remember all these 
details. Ah—what did you say the fellow’s 
name was? Wari, eh? No, really, my boy, you 
musn’t come to me for information about him.” 

* : ** 

‘The sea may give up its dead, some day; but 
we shall never know, we suppose, how many 
men of unquestioned integrity and_ business 
knowledge were ready to believe that Mr. Fer- 
dinand Ward could honestly make 100°/, on 
the handling of government contracts. But it 
is encouraging to the rest of us poor fallible 
mortals to know that that belief was widely en- 
tertained in “ business circles.’ Of course it is 
not for a moment to de imagined that our hon- 
ored bankers and merchants put their principal 
into Mr. Ward’s hands and took their profits 
from the same hands without being fully satis- 
fied that the hands were .clean. They simply 
fell into an error of judgement, that was all. 
But, hereafter, the man who throws his few dol- 
lars into the maw of the Louisiana Lottery 
Company may feel that he has a grand prece- 
dent for his little indiscretion. 

*k ’ * 

It is very hard on a man who has never had 
anything to do with Principles in the whole 
course of his life, to hand him a great big Vital 
Principle and expect him to handle it to ad- 
vantage. It is really taking an unfair advantage 
of his innocence and ignorance; and he can’t 
be blamed if he makes a failure of the job. We 
wish to call President Cleveland’s attention to 
this fact. He has been dealing with Principles 
from early youth. He understands them. He 
believes in them. ‘They are not a mystery and 





a problem to him. So he can take hold of the 
Principle of the Civil-Service Reform, and work 
with it in a highly effective style. But when he 
picks up the simple-minded, unsophisticated 
Mike or Barney of his party, and introduces 
him to the new Principle, he spreads consterna- 
tion through the ranks of his followers. 
* 
Fs * 

What have Mike and Barney to do with Prin- 
ciples? What are Principles to them, or they 
to Principles? They have not worked in Prin- 
ciples, and they don’t want to. ‘They know 
what a Deal is, and what Divvy is, and what a 
Boodle is, and what Spoils are, generally. But 
the complicated and new-fangled Principle is 
something new to their political field, and they 
naturally resent its introduction, 

* 
* * 

It is to them a strange, weird, uncanny thing. 
It is something dealt in by aristocrats and 
dudes. ‘True, they have heard it mentioned 
—just mentioned—in the platform drawn up 
at the party conventions. There is generally, 
you may remember, some mention of “ Demo- 
cratic Principles.’ But nobody, for some ten 
or fifteen years, has known what Democratic 
Principles are. ‘They have been as vague as 
that other set of Principles, the “ Republican 
Principles.’ And in any case, they were no 
concern of Mike’s or Barney’s. They have 
always had their work to do, and they have 
done it—but it didn’t involve the use of Princi- 
ples. And this, Mr. Cleveland, may explain to 
you why this new Principle of yours is not wel- 
comed with exuberant joy by the “rank-and- 
file”? of your party. Pray don’t worry them 
further with this unpleasant novelty. Try them 
with a “Deal” or a “ Divvy,”? and you will 
find them glad and happy to give you their 
cordial and unanimous support. 





The Honorable D. B. Hill is a man of stern 
moral ideas, and a man who takes a deep in- 
terest in the moral welfare of his neighbor, He 
has been deeply pained, we understand, by the 
fact that Mr. Ira Davenport has had some 
slight connection with the sinful business of 
selling light wines and native brandy. Having 
learned, moreover, that Mr. Davenport’s phy- 
sical condition is fragile, he is earnestly desir- 
ous that Mr, Davenport should clear his soul of 
any possible blemishes and prepare for another 
and a better life by going into a religious re- 
treat until next November. Recognizing in 
Mr. Hill this delicacy of spirit and broadly 


benevolent feeling, we venture to call his atten-° 


tion to the fact that painful discords reign 
among his nearest and dearest friends and sup- 
porters, and that the Democratic brethren of 
New York are not living in that harmony which 
should be the distinguishing characteristic of 
brothers. We trust that Mr. Hill will feel it 
his duty to calm their angry spirits, ere chill 
November’s frosts settle upon this wicked earth. 





GoneE Is the honey-bee, 
Gone is the crimson rose, 

Down in the ashen lea 
Only the sumach blows. 


Gone is the golden-rod, 

Gone is the lily, too, 
No more the asters nod, 

No more the wild doves coo. 
Draw the arm-chair up 

Beside the blazing grate, 
Then fill the punch-bow] up, 

Forget all broil and hate. 
Smile at the buried past, 

And drink continued luck, 
And then your optics cast 

Upon your PICKINGs FROM Puck. 


For Sale by all Newsdealers. Price, Twenty-five Cents. 








AN EASTERN 




















CLIENT (22 his lawyer's office).—** Have you read this Mormon business lately ? 


It’s enough to make 


a man’s blood boil to see the contempt those people have for the sanctity of the marriage relation—er— 


how is my divorce case coming on?” 
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This is the time that blooms the county fair 
And the old yokel jogs 

Down to the grounds behind the old gray mare, 
To see the champion hogs. 


This is the time the rural edi-tor 
Pokes lots of harmless fun 

At the old yop, who leaves beside his door 
The squash that weighs a ton. 


OWN in the orchard pipes the merry quail, 
And in the berry-tree the robin feasts, 
The bright highholder, like a shooting star, 
Skims o’er the meadow in the hazy morn. 


‘The nervous rabbit on his hind-legs sits, 
And looks about, and winks and works his nose, 
And trips into the bushes out of sight. 


The mole can find no esculent root to chew, 
In vain he burrows through the rich moist earth, 
And wishes that he were a merry bird, 

Or something else that autumn doesn’t kill. 
There’s one thing certain, if the mole doth stay 
Down in the earth much longer, it will freeze 
Him stiff, and he will have to wait for spring 
To thaw him out before he e’en can yawn, 


The blithe gray squirrel jumps from limb to limb, 
And with the toothsome butternut from sight 
Quick disappears adown the hollow tree. 
‘These are the objects which our visions fill, 
And make us sigh like dreamy epicures 

Who scent the savory banquet by its steam, 
When we have left our double-barreled gun 
At home behind the creaky kitchen door. 


This is the time the dreaming poet makes 
Songs on the fading rose, 

And the red apple swiftly falls, and takes 
The small boy on the nose. 


This is the time that round the lily’s cup 
‘The June-bug doesn’t soar, 

And while the local base-ball club breaks up, 
‘The circus is no more, 








WHAT LYSANDER’S TOWN NEEDS. 


—_— 





“What Podunk really needs is an electric- 
light tower and a telephone exchange,” writes 
Lysander Latham, the editor of the Weekly 
Town-Crier. 

Wrong again, Lysander; you seem fated to 
be wrong in everything you say or do. But that 
isn’t your fault altogether. Like poets and other 
abnormal persons, you were born so, Some men 
inherit common-sense and some do not, You 
are one of the latter. 

Podunk does not need an electric-light tower, 
and it has no use for a telephone exchange. 
Not a particle. No more than a wagon has for 
a fifth wheel, or a yellow dog has for two tails. 

I have been in Podunk. So has every one 
else, Lysander. Don’t believe it? Well, I’ll de- 
scribe it; then you can see for yourself whether 
I have or not. 

Podunk is level as a billiard-table, and sur- 
rounded with corn-fields and cow- pastures. 
When the rain falls, Podunk swims in mud, and 
when the sun shines, Podunk is enveloped in 
dust. Isn’t that so? 

Podunk has one business thoroughfare, which 
is called Main Street. Then it has a “ High 
Street,’ where the better classes live, and a 
series of other streets designated by Roman 
numerals, which end with Tenth Street, down 
by the saw-mill. . 

The railroad station is one mile from the 
hotel, and the trains which stop there always 
arrive early in the morning or late in the night. 
Between the station and the hotel there runs a 
stage which was old, Lysander, and crippled, 
halt, and afflicted with /ocomotor ataxia when 
Columbus discovered America. 

What is Zocomotor ataxia? 

It is a disease which proves fatal to everything 
but Podunk stages. It is a disordered condition 
of the powers of locomotion, 





That is what your stage has, and all the medi- 
cine in the world won’t help it. It needs new 
Wheels, new springs, a new body, a new road to 








The victim | 
wriggles, rattles and jolts with every movement. | 


travel over, a new driver, and new horses to 
pull it. 

‘That is what Podunk needs, Lysander. Your 
hotel is so well known that I am almost wasting 
time describing it. We have all stopped at it 
when we couldn’t avoid it. 

The office is small, dark, and smells bad. The 
stove in the corner of the room is surrounded 
with chairs, and the chairs are filled with Po- 
dunkers. I have often seen you there, Lysan- 
der. ‘The rooms are small, and the beds un- 
comfortable. The dining-room is cheerless, and 
the fare, Lysander—the fare is bad beyond de- 
scription. The provencer is brought on in 
small dishes, cold, unseasoned, tough and un- 
cooked. 

The hotel requires a new building, new fur- 
niture, a new clerk, another cook, better food, 
and a new landlord. 

That is what Podunk needs, O foolish Ly- 
sander. 

In Podunk you have an East Side and a West 
Side, although any boy in the village can throw 
a stone from one end to the other, or he is no 
boy to brag of. 

In Podunk you-have five different church 
societies, ten secret societies, and more factions 
than a boarding-house pie has pieces. 

You need less jealousy, more public spirit, 
less religion, and more charity. 

That is what Podunk needs, Lysander. 

Podunk, Lysander, is very much like the 
freckled - faced, squint-eyed girl who lisped 
when she talked. 

“ All I need,” said she: “to be a reigning 
beauty, ith a blue thilk dreth and a tholitaire 


di nd ring.” J 
amond ring BENJAMIN NORTHROP. 








A BOOK HAS just been written on the subject 
of “Natural Arithmetic.”’ This ought to be a 
fit work to present on Christmas to our retailing 
friends, who seem to have a very unnatural arith- 
metical method of rendering bills with the mis- 
takes in their own favor. 


OCTOBER ETCHINGS. 








AGGIE had a little mule, 


Wr, 9° ea, Tts fur was soft and gray, 
pe And everywhere that Mag- 
pee gie went 


The mule inclined to stray. 

One day that luckless mule would go, 
In spite of all negation, 

Where Maggie daily went to ply 
Her mental avocation. 

The children hailed the docile beast 
With every mark of joy; 

They little thought those shapely limbs 
Had power to destroy, 

Now from his ink-stained throne descends 
The master spirit; he 

Whose awful tones smote on the ear 
Like some calamity. 

But softly now he nears the scene, 
And, with persuasion mild, 

He tries to lead the gentle thing 
Back to its native Wild, 

But still it would not go; it chose 
To linger with them still, 

And all the learning on the sphere 
Could not unbend its will. 

Skip, gentle creature, skip away, 
Beyond fair meadows smile, 

Go beard the lion in his lair, 
Is really worth your while. 

Sweet patience will not last for aye; 
The sage with flashing eyes 

Now seized the pet hard by the tail, 
And sought to compromise. 

As when some great emergency, 
In nation or in state, 

Develops in some humble breast 
A spirit truly great, 

So when this mule of quiet mien 
Knew by the sudden smart 

Some hostile hand had grasped his tail, 
He played a hero’s part. 

* 


Where is the little school-house now? 
The pupils, where are they? 
We miss the childish laughter, 
And the urchins at their play. 
The church-yard holds a few remains, 
Of some no trace we find; 
The sudden frenzy of the brute 
Left scanty proofs behind. G.S.5., JR. 





THE NEw York fera/d, with its usual enter- 
prise, is the first paper to discover that “ the 
perils of an ocean voyage are dangerous.” 


QUEEN Vicroria’s private fortune is esti- 
mated at thirty million dollars. Jay Gould 
ought to send the old lady some stock circulars. 





A MAN NAMED Jones has disappeared from 
Chicago with ten thousand dollars, As the 
money was his own, the police are unable to 
solve the mystery. 


THE Rev. THoMAs THomas, of Fayetteville, 
Ark., is 114 years old. On the death of Harri- 
son, he expects to succeed to the title, “The 
Boy Preacher.” 


ENGLISH PHYSICIANS have expressed the opin- 
ion that the use of dynamite tends to produce 
apoplexy. Under this circumstance, we would 
advise our readers to refrain from using dyna- 
mite. When they feel the appetite overpower- 
ing them, they should challenge Sullivan, or 
twist a mule’s tail. A man can’t be too careful 
of his health. 





—_ 


























116 


FUCK, 





THE DISTINGUISHED-FOREIGNER TRADE. 





Competition is the life of trade, so the maxim 
runs, and it is owing to the truth of this saying 
that the eyes of many famous Englishmen are 
turned longingly to our shores, ‘The trade 
which is thus benefitted is that of entertaining 
distinguished English tourists. No one who has 
never feasted and housed a famous foreigner, 
and shone in the reflected light of his glory, 
knows how keen a pleasure this is, It seems to 
be a passion with some people, like speculating 
and philanthropy. Some years ago the business 
was started by Mr. Cyrus W. Field, who for a 
long space of time-had a monopoly in this line. 
His relations with the other side were of such 
a nature that to fashionable English society he 
became known as the typical American host. 

But all this is changed now. Other men have 
acquired wealth and a thirst after social dis- 
tinction, Among this number is Mr. Andrew 
G. Carnegie. Mr. Carnegie is a man of quick- 
ness and dispatch, When he conceives a plan, 
he sets about forthwith to achieve the conse- 
quential result. Therefore, when he bethought 
himself of entertaining some distinguished for- 
eigners, he took steps to secure them with a 
celerity that made the elevated railroad magnate 
turn pale with astonishment. 

While Mr. Field was resting secure from all 
apprehensions, waiting patiently for Mr. Mat- 
thew Arnold to arrive, Mr. Carnegie promptly 
secured him on the other side, and marched him 
off in triumph, while Mr. Field’s countenance 
struggled so hard to maintain its composure 
that it was sore for a month afterward, 

This led to the declaration of war, and there- 
after those tactics were adopted which. have 
been so signally successful in the field of com- 
merce. It is not known whether any distin- 
guished foreigner has yet been watered and fic- 
titious dividends declared upon him; but several 
other manceuvres considered essential to every 
well-ordered Wall Street plan have been put 
into execution. 

Several months ago Mr, Field went to Eng- 
land, and gave a grand dinner and a splendid 
reception; but when he reached London, he 
found Mr. Carnegie had purchased a large syn- 
dicate of provincial newspapers, whose editors 
had strict orders to always begin Mr. Field’s 
name with a small “f.” In these journals no 
notices of Mr. Field’s banquet appeared at less 
than forty cents a nonpareil line, and the names 
of the distinguished guests were spelled wrongly, 
presumably with an intention of injuring Mr. 
Field in the eyes of the public. After this the 
two millionaires became wary, secretive and 
mysterious; but it is a shrewd man who can 
conduct a social campaign as a still hunt, and 
consequently it soon leaked out that Mr. Car- 
negie had obtained Mr. Gladstone’s promise 
to spend this Fall with him in America. 

The effect of this information upon Mr, Field 
is described as something terrible. It is not 
known what steps were taken to out-manceuvre 
Mr. Carnegie, but it is a part of history that 
Mr. Gladstone’s trusted physician soon after- 
ward ordered the great Commoner to remain 
at home on account of the danger of a trans- 
atlantic voyage. 

Over Canon Farrar there was less of a fight, 
and Mr. Field secured him without much diffi- 
culty, while Mr, Carnegie obtained William 
Black for next season as an off-set. How far 
the warfare will go it is impossible to say, for 
it may be shared by other opulent citizens. It 
may become a fashionable epidemic, and it is 
not improbable that in the near future English 
persons of distinction may reap large sums by 
hiring themselves out for an American season 
to the highest bidder, like prima-donnas and 
other commercial people. 

The only prominent rival to the two gentle- 
men before mentioned is George Washington 





Childs, of Philadelphia; but, happily for them, 
his tastes run in a slightly different direction. 
He has rather a more mortuary turn of mind. 
If Benjamin Franklin were to come to life, and 
suddenly appear in his former person, by com- 
mon consent Mr. Childs would be allowed to 
have him. In that line of social- inn-keeping 
Mr. Childs has no equal. Mr, Childs also runs 
more to Irish harps, old-fashioned clocks, and 
old dric-a-brac than to foreigners They are 
more patient, and listen to his obituary verses 
with less visible irritation. 

Mr. Vanderbilt is the one person Messrs. 
Field and Carnegie dread the most; but, for- 
tunately for them, the great millionaire has more 
practical tasks than they. When Lord Coleridge 
was here, he was quartered at Mr. Vanderbilt’s 
Murray Hill palace. A Lord Chief-Justice is 
always a good man to know for a gentleman 
engaged in Mr. Vanderbilt’s peculiar line of 
business. 

Up to the present time, Mr. Jay Gould has 
not entered into this social field; but this is not 
regarded as remarkable by those who know Mr. 
Gould best. It is said that he fears that were 
some famous foreigner tc be entertained by him, 
he might seize upon some of Mr. Gould’s art- 
less conversation, and speculate thereon; and if 
he should lose, Mr. Gould would feel intensely 
mortified. In view of this sensitiveness, Mr. 
Gould keeps aloof from the foreign market, un- 
til he finds a man who is deaf and dumb, and 
doesn’t know a share of stock from a water- 
melon. BENJAMIN NORTHROP, 








“T was a drummer,” said the young man: 
“all through the war.” 

“ Ts that so ?”’ replied the old man: “I didn’t 
think you had seen so much service. What 
part of the country were you in?” 

“New York, mostly.” 

“« New York ?” 

“Yes; 1 represented a Boston hardware 
firm.” 





PEANUTS AND CARAMELS. 


Dogs “ DEPARTMENT ”’ rhyme with “ Septem- 
ber”? Why, certainly; to be sure; of course; 
you bet it does. How does it? Why, this way, 
of course: Sept. 

Dept. 

Now, do, please, try to give us a hard one 

next time, 


Ir 1s said by a Chicago paper that the chief 
poem in ‘Tennyson’s new volume of verse will 
be in Irish dialect. We don’t know whether it 
deals with eviction or not, but suppose it con- 
tains such rhymes as “ Mullaly”’ and “shillaly,” 
and should, therefore, be a big thing for Pat 
Rooney to recite. 


Lapy Burpett-Coutts owns the smallest 
pony in the world. He is five years old and 
thirteen inches high. When her husband is a 
real good little boy she lets him ride it. 


No rosins in the cedar pipe, 

But every turkey ’s getting ripe, 
And while the leaflets dance a jig, 
We dream about the crackling pig. 


“MARINE INTELLIGENCE” is a caption in a 
Chicago paper. This surprises us. We had 
been led to infer that the marines had no in- 
telligence. 


Tuey say hiccoughing caused by drinking 
can be stopped by putting a lump of ice in 
each ear. ‘Io stop the ear-ache, take another 


drink, 





AN EXCHANGE prints “A Chapter of Acci- 
dents,’ but doesn’t mention Rutherford B. 
Hayes. 





‘Wy DOEs the cook spoil the potatos?” 
asks an editor. Because she is a cook. ‘That’s 
why. 








ONLY THIS AND NOTH- 
ING MORE. 


It is said, in political cir- 
cles, that, as a bid for the 
Irish vote, Governor Hill 
has nothing but Irish do- 
mestics in his Executive 
Mansion. ‘This seems to 
give the semblance of truth 
to the report that on a re- 
cent occasion a newly-ac- 
quired cook of undoubted 
Celtic origin waked up in 
the middle of the night 
with a screech sufficiently 
pervading to rouse the dead. 

“ Howly Mither, purtect 
us!’? she cried to her room- 
mate: ‘ Moggie, will yez 
listhen to the bugyerlers 
down-sthairs!”’ 

“Ah, shoot oop!” was the 
comforting reply: “them’s 
not bugyerlers; it’s Misther 
Hill rattlin’ round in Mis- 
ther Cleveland’s boots.” 

The story goes on to say 
that the two women there- 
upon fell into a profound 
slumber. 


ANOTHER OF PuCK’s E. 
C.s, the Philadelphia Cad/ 
—‘ Here you are, Finelli’s 
fried oysters!” 





A SLIGHT MISUNDERSTANDING. 











BOARD OF HEALTH OFFICER.—‘‘ Mrs, McGinnis, I told you last 
month that the keeping of that pig up here was a nuisance ana it would 
have to be abated.” 

Mrs. McGInnis.—‘ An’ sure Oi’ve abayed yer insthructions. Oi’ve bin 
a-bating th’ poor baste wid a club iver since th’ occasion of yer last visit.” 
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A TOUGH TASK. 
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REID.—« I’M GOING TO BREAK DOWN THAT WALL, IF IT TAKES ME ALL WINTER.” 








CROSBY STREET. 


HOW THE MARKET WENT YESTERDAY. 


(Special Report by our Financial Editor.) 


The market opened very dull, the only fea- 
ture being large short sales in tomato-cans 
(1881) by Giulio Casare. Under persistent 
hammering these fell off two points to 1%, 
when a sharp reaction occurred under the lead 
of the Bruni Papelli party. ‘hese have been 
considerably strengthened in the past fortnight 
by the accession of P. Gregorio Nono, formerly 
a leading bear. 

Monkeys were flat, drafts from London hav- 
ing increased the visible supply from 11 to gz. 
The latest issue brought 7.25; ordinaries 8.50, 
and preferred 10.25. A tight corner was made 
in African long-tails and Mozambiques by the 
house’ of Orsini & Colonna, and for an hour 
the “‘shorts” had to climb very lively. Mon- 
tague, Romeo & Capulet are reported to have 
lost over $17 on the deal. 
Co. also suffered. 

The demand for organs as permanent invest- 
ments continues unabated. Dante, Ariosto & 
Co. ordered to ‘ See-Saws,” 8 “ Nanons,” 4 
“ Mikados,”’ 3 “ Black Hussars” and 3y “ Sweet 
Violets”’ for Western capitalists. ‘The general 


Petrarch, Cicero & 


list advanced with the heavy sales: “ Wait Till | 
the Clouds” going up 2.25, “ Trovatore” .75, | 
| a book entitled “ Scotland’s Influence on Civili- 


“Martha” .50, and * Faust” .25. 


Bands sympathized, a large block being dis- | 


posed of; the Glen Island Co. securing 4, Co- 
ney Island Nav. Co. 6, Fort Lee Transit Co. 3, 
and Fall River S. S. Co. 4. 
these large corporations have stiffened prices, 
holders now asking $5 and $6, where in May 
they offered freely at $2 and $3. ‘This bull 
movement cannot last more than a month or 
two, when a return to the former rates may be 
safely predicted. 

We chronicle but little changes in brewery 
stocks, Small lots were sold at .o1 and .o2 a 


The entrance of | 








share. Fresh issues were in no demand what- 
ever; large call, however, for stock that has 
long been in the Street. Alfieri, Boiardo & 
Mazzini took all that was offered, and had scouts 
out everywhere securing small quantities from 
irregular cellars. 

The rag and cotton stocks did well all day. 
Harlems fell off in the afternoon to 3%, Ho- 
bokens to 5%, and South Brooklyns to 34. Mur- 
ray Hill and Fifth Avenue stood firm at 114 to 
1%. Yorkvilles spurted to 1. 

In the fruit and nut lines sales were steady. 
Virginia 1884 at 4, 1883’s at 3, and 1880 ware- 
house at 1% are reported. The last-named was 
the favorite, making up nine-tenths of the re- 
ported sales. Francesca da Rimini, Virgili & 
Co. have cornered North Carolinas, and hold 
them at their own terms. They report 5,000 
sales at 2%. All their stock is the older issue, 


| none of the new being at present in the market. 


The weekly trade-report is out and shows as 
follows: 


Articles. Sales. Bid. Offered. 
cc, ee o o 05 
Breadstuffs....... 1,000 pieces .orlg -03 
re 5oknives .25 — .50 
oo 10 bbls. .o1 per fl, B. .03 
Ext. Malt........ 1,000 cans .02 .03 

«¢ —#€ (old stock) 10,000 ¢* 021g 05 


W. E. S. F. 





Leroy J. Hatsey, D. D., has just given us 


zation.” We have skimmed it carefully, and 
can cheerfully inform any prospective readers 
that it is not, as we suspected on taking it up, 
an ingeniously concealed oat-meal advertise- 
ment. 


Ir 1s said that General Booth, leader of the 
Salvation Army in England, has invested two 
million five hundred thousand dollars in West- 
ern lands in this country. Neither moth nor 
rust can corrupt Western lands, nor can thieves 
break through and steal them. 














SIMPLE JUSTICE. 


Yes, Nina, you are perfectly right. The time 
has come for woman to break her fetters, and 
soar into the clearer ether of knowledge and 
education. Long enough—too long, in fact— 
has she been kept from enjoying the benefits of 
a higher and more liberal education. Brutal 
man has thus far succeeded in keeping her 
without the walls of our universities, but all to 
no purpose. She is bound to traverse the classic 
halls of our colleges sooner or later, and the 
longer masculine jealousy shall hold her away 
from her cherished goal, heavier and harder 
will become his burden, until at last he will be 
forced to yield in abject fear, and with the in- 
dex-finger of retributive Justice pointing in 
scorn and derision at his futile resistance. 

Thus far do we agree with you, Nina; but 
allow us, in ail humility, to beg leave to make 
a suggestion. It is hardly fair to compel gentle 
woman to cast aside all the subjects which are 
her constant care and study, and in their place 
take up the things which are only in man’s 
province. This is unfair to her, Nina. She 
should have questions put to her on examina- 
tions which shall not cause her to forget alto- 
gether that she is a woman, 

Puck begs, therefore, Nina, to suggest an 
entrance examination which will adequately 
illustrate her fitness or non-fitness to grapple 
with the hard, dry pabulum of a college course. 
An examination paper, Nina, something like 
the following is our idea. It will show pretty 
well what she knows, or ought to know, 

EXAMINATION PAPER 
(Puck’s PATENT) 
For Young Ladies Entering the Labyrinth of Knowledge. 
ALGEBRA. 
Solve the following equation: 
x + y = Zz. 

§ X = a summer at Newport. 

? y = a designing mama. 

Find the square of a crazy-quilt. 

GEOGRAPHY. 

Locate Saratoga, Long Branch, Mt. Desert, Cape May, 
Narragansett Vier. 

What is an Oyster Bay? 

What is a Stream of Admirers? 

ASTRONOMY. 

State whether a star or crescent is the more appropriate 
setting for diamonds. 

State the reason for the son’s declination to take the 
hint concerning a moonlight drive. 

ARITHMETIC. 

If Susie has one new dress, and Clara has two new 
dresses, how many more callers will Clara have dur- 
ing an evenings: 

If Arabella likes Claude, and Claude likes somebody 
else, what does Arabella think of somebody else? 

RHETORIC, 

Solve the following syllogisms: 

«¢T must have a new bonnet, John.” 

«« Why, my dear?” 

** Because.” 

‘¢T hate those Smith girls.” 

«¢ Everybody seems to like them.” 

“*T don’t; they’re horrid.”’ 

GEOMETRY. 

Problem: 

To construct a brown-stone front and establishment 
on the base of a nine-hundred-dollar salary. 

Square a milliner’s bill. 

Find a cube root of sassafras. 

NATURAL History. 
What bird is most appropriate for a walking-hat? 
State why the nose of the pug is retroussé. 
BOTANY. 

State why each petal of a Jacqueminot rose costs enough 

to furnish a poor man with a meal. 
SURVEYING. 

Take Broadway as a base line for shopping. 
Departure—9g:30 A. M. 

The distance—Five blocks. 

State the time required to buy a spool of cotton and re- 
turn home so as to arrive before six o’clock dinner, 
LANGUAGES. 

Translate Femina mutabile semper. 

L. R. CATLIN, 
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OLD Laby (reading Hotel Arrivals): 
**Senator Elisha P. Williams and Mademoiselle Gabrielle Boufferini, 
the celebrated burlesque artiste, are at the Fifth Avenue Hotel. 
«Governor Cyrus J. Wayback, of Missouri, and Miss Maria Hankin- 
son, the women’s rights agitator, are at the Brevoort House. 
«©The Rev Charles Lovingood and Miss Lillie Walkhome, the come- 
dienne, are stopping at the Hoffman House. 
*¢ Col. Thompson, the Boston philanthropist, and Mrs. Emeline Brown, 
the President of the Baltimore Old Ladies’ Home, are at the Gilsey House. 
‘This is perfectly scandalous—to think of a newspaper printing such shameful 
goin’s on! I'll stop my subscription this very day.’ 








TROUBLE IN PETE MAGUFF'S CABIN. 


T was twilight. ‘The shades 
of evening were bracing 
-themselves for a final ef- 
fort, and were about to de- 
__ scend upon Hoboken with 
“a unanimity that would 
have been the salvation of 
Q__ the Democratic party. 
Brother Peter Maguff 
ime was in his cabin, engaged 
in the preparation of his 
evening meal. He was 
a trifle wearied with the 
day’s labor, having walked 
something like seven miles 
in a vain hunt for some 
man confiding enough to 
lend him two dollars and 
» a half with which to buy 
a lottery-ticket. Peter was discouraged. He felt that luck was against 
him, and the future appeared to be arrayed in a new and expensive garb 
of sackcloth and ashes. His evening meal was composed chiefly of bread, 
dry bread, and very poor bread at that. Just as Peter was gnawing 
away at a particularly hard portion of the crust, a knock greeted his 
ear. It came upon his sinking spirits like a ray of light, for he knew it 
was his dear friend and adviser, Brother Shinbones Smith. 
“Come in dar,” said Peter, bustling about to set an extra plate for 





the guest: “come in, Brudder Shinbone’. I nebber war half a quartah. 


so glad fur ter see anybody in de whul coahse ob my life.” 

“ Am dat so, now ?”’ was the reply of the smiling Shinbones: “I’m 
right glad fur ter heah yo’ talk like dat, Brudder Petah. Yo’ see, de 
fack am dat, spite ob yore bein’ so much a youngah man dan wot I 
is, l’se done gone tuk bout de biggest likin’ ter yo’ wot I ebbah tuk ter 
anybody on dis hyar airth. Dat’s so.” 

Peter was deeply affected by this solemn declaration, His shining 
black face was for a moment contorted in a vain effort to suppress his 
emotion, but despite his struggles the tears burst forth and flowed 
copiously down his cheeks, while he threw himself upon Brother Shin- 
bones’s neck and strove to express his feelings. 


“«?T_t—tain’t no u—u—use—boo—oo—o—Brud—Brud- -Brud-- 


der Shinbone’, fur me ter—ter--t--t—tole yer d—d—d—dat I lub yo’ 
jess like yo” war m—m—my own boo—oo—oo—o—fadder, b—b—but 
I d--d—do boo—oo—oo—oohoo hoo!” 








“ Dar, dar, now, chile,’ said Shinbones, furtively wiping away a 
responsive tear that had crawled out of the corner of his eye and slid 
down to the tip of his nose, there clinging, like Peter, with lachrymose 
affection: “ Don’t go fur ter weep like dat. De blackerest houah am 
dat befoah de daylight, ez ebbery niggah wot ebber stole a chickin 
knows mighty well. Wot ’peahs ter be de differculty ?” : 

“Wal, Brudder Shinbone’,’’ answered Peter, drying his eyes on a 
fluttering fragment of his sleeve, and seeking physical invigoration from 
a piece of crisp old bread: “ yo’ see, it am dis way. I’se done gone 
busted, an’ I’se got ter raise de wind somehow. So I’se made up my 
min’ fur ter strike a prize in de lottery. But I hain’t got de two dol- 
lahs an’ a half fur ter buy de ticket. I’se walked all day, an’ can’t get 
nobody fur ter loan it ter me. Now yo’ am come, an’ mebbe—”’ 

“ Mebbe Id loan it ter yo’; but dat’s whar yo’ am out, chile. I 
don’t ’probe ob dem lotteries, an’ | hain’t gwine fur ter loan yo” money 
ter buy de ticket.” 

Peter slammed the piece of bread on the floor. 

“Dat’s it! Dat’s it!’ he exclaimed, excitedly: “ Yo’ say dat yo’ 
am my frien’, but yo’ won’t put up fur me. Yo’ am no bettah dan de 
odders—wuss ’n dey am, ’kase dey don’t chin so much.” 

“Wot dat yo’ say, young niggah ?” asked Shinbones, threateningly. 

“T say yo’ am no good!” shouted Peter, quite losing his self-con- 
trol: “ Yo’ am a durned ornery ole gas-bag!”’ 

“Whoo—oop! De high golly!’ cried Shinbones. 

‘The next moment he had seized Peter by the back of the neck 
and the most capacious department of his trousers, and was poising 
him in the air. ‘There was a crash, a jingle of falling glass, the shadow 
of something dark flying through the window, and the next moment 
Shinbones was alone in the room. He sat down and fanned himself 
with his hat. ; 

“T’ought de ole man war no good, eh?” he soliloquized: “I 
hain’t dead yet. Umph, umph, chile; umph, umph!” 

A timid knock sounded at the door. Shinbones paid no attention 
to it. Then the door was pushed open partly and Peter’s head ap- 
peared. The next moment a china pitcher struck the door with a crash, 
and the head disappeared. 

“G’way fm hyar, niggah!” shouted Shinbones: “I’se bad, an’ 
w’en I’se bad somebody am a-gwine fur ter git hurt!’ 

“ But,. Brudder Shinbone’, I wants ter ’splain,” said an humble 
voice outside. 

“Git away f’m dar, git away,” was the warning answer. 

And Peter, deeming discretion the better part of valor, “got” 
away. For two days and nights he hovered around the cabin, but every 
attempt to enter was greeted with a volley of cooking-utensils, till Peter 
began to think that his domicile would be a total wreck. On the third 
morning, when Shinbones arose, he found lying just inside the window, 
which he had left open all night, a fine young pullet, plucked and 
cleaned. ‘To one of its legs was tied a piece of paper, bearing this 
affecting inscription: 





The penitence and humility of this were too much for Shinbones. 
He threw open the door and called out: 

“ Hyar, yo’ good-fur-nuffin’ niggah, w’ar am yo’ ?” . 

Peter crawled out from under a pile of logs near by. 

**Come in hyar an’ be decent,” said Shinbones. 

And they fell upon one another’s neck and were sworn brothers 


once more. W. J. HENDERSON. 
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One morning, when the editor dropped in, 

He found a long-haired visitor asleep, 

Or half asleep, in the old easy-chair 

He used when rapt in business revery, 

Or when constructing poems, in response 

To the grim typo’s clarion cry of “ Copy!” 
The guest sat in the chair, his feet spread out 
Until he looked like the big office-shears. 

His head was resting hard against the wall, 
His hands were in his pockets, and the chair, 
‘Tipt back, kept tilting idly to and fro, 

Like a proud lily on a breeze-kissed lake, 

Or a big washerwoman, as she flies 

Like a mad fiend the wash-board up and down. 


‘What, ho, there!” said the editor, surprised 
To see the stranger make himself at home 

To such a great extent: “ What, ho, there, sir!” 
And as he took his coat and beaver off, 

And in the rare majolica 


TRAGIC 
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And you may have it at your usual rates. 

You know there is a transatlantic line, 

And on that line there is a goodly steamer, 

And £ider is this goodly steamer’s name ?”’ 

« Ay, marry, that I do,” the editor 

Remarked: “ but pray go on, Sir Launcelot.” 

The guest bowed low, and thus his parley ran: 

“‘Now comes the joke—assume the steamship 
Lider 





| Goes to the bottom in a hurricane, 


Then could you not rise up, dear boy, and speak 
Of this great vessel as the Eiderdown ?” 

He paused for breath, and eight unwholesome 

smiles 

In quick succession sped his features o’er, 
Until he looked like some church-window saint 
In purple robes, with all the vagrant wind 
A-blowing through his touzled old-gold whiskers. 
“Good,” said the editor: ‘come, write it down. 





EIDERDOWN. 


That is a merry jest, the like of which 
Is seldom heard in lonesome Camelot. 
Come, write it down, the foreman writhes for 
copy, 
And ere the advent of another moon 
You ’ll be acknowledged a great humorist.” 
The editor then led him to the window, 
And stood him up at the Etruscan desk; 
And when he struck the angle that ’s the 
sweetest 
To him who ’d deal his enemy a kick, 
‘The editor drew back and let him have it 
With the old club that ’s in the office kept 
To silence poets, and to send them flying 
Across the Styx before they know they’re struck, 
Like a sky-rocket, or a shooting star, 
Or a white horse around a circus-ring, 
That joker through the office window shot, 
And had no stairway, e’en, to break the fall. 
* 


x ee, 
After the matinée a 





spittoon 
Stood his umbrella like 
a thing of grace, 

The visitor rose up. 
When all unfurled, 
And like an cld accord- 

eon drawn out, 
He stood some six feet 
high, and greatly looked 
Like a lamp-chimney- 
cleaner, or the man 
Who crawls the gas-pipes 
through to clean them 
out. 


WG, 





The editor look2d at him, 
all attention, 

And with a smile the 
visitor began: 

“T’ve been a constant 
reader of your paper 

For six or seven years, 
and think it is 

Without a rival in this 
great broad land.” 


Then a wan smile upon 
his features, played, 

And lit his face up with 
a ruddy glow, 

Until his nose appeared 
a pickled pepper. 

Then, in low tones, unto 
the editor: 

“I have a little joke to 
offer you, 

Which all my friends think 
good enough to print, | 
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NOW HE KNOWS HOW IT IS HIMSELF. 


OLp Democratic HEN.—“* Well, ’'m durned if I haven’t hatched a Mugwum] 


[The Tincoln Club, a large Democratic organization in Brooklyn, 
would not indorse David B. Hill for Governor. ] 


couple sat 
Up at the Brunswick, 
eating chicken-salad 
And talking of the play 
that they had seen, 
The fragrant programme 
in her taper fingers 
Tapped the soft rose that 
slept upon her cheek, 
As she discoursed about 
the unhappy lovers 
Who happy were at last. 
Just then a crash 
Upset the glasses yellow 
with Sauterne. 
“What is that, George?” 
she asked, in shy affright. 
“ Why, that,”’ he said: 
‘my dearest Imogene, 
Oh, be not agitated at 
that rumble; 
It ’s nothing but the ad- 
vertised explosion 
Up at Hell Gate, and 
Flood Rock is no more.” 








P. S. 

But, all the same, it was- 
n’t the explosion; 

It was the landing of 
Adolphus Lumley, 

After a flight of several 
honest miles, 

Upon the hard roof of 
the City Hall. 

| R. K. M. 


1? 








LONESOME AND sad is the heart of the small 
boy on these chilly days, as he stops to look 
through the fence enclosing the desolate base- 
ball ground, and only sees crisp, curly leaves 
whirling in maddened eddies across the pitch- 
er’s stand in the bleak, penetrating wind. 


A. YOUNG LADY away up in Massachusetts has 
sent in a little poem entitled ‘On the Island.” 
To be frank and just, we think she deserves 
thirty days. : 





AN AGRICULTURAL editor says: ‘‘ No animal 
can fight and eat at the same time.’’ He has 
evidently never seen a traveler at a ten-minutes- 
for-lunch stand. 


A TRIPLE-SHEET—-Three Sheets in the Wind.* 


* This is an English joke, imported at fabulous ex- 
pense. We don’t intend to be outdone by theatrical 
managers. 








| THE INpIAN philanthropists at Lake Mo- 
| hawk think the best way to make a good In- 
dian is to educate him. We think so, too. By 


are well worthy of it. Didn’t some Canadian 
made up of college-bred men? 
they did. and History is a pretty good author- 
ity, with a capital A. Just think of the In- 
dians, who probably don’t know a parallelogram 
from a syllogism, vanquishing men who spent 
four years in college studying rowing, boxing 
and base-ball! Suppose the Indians had had 
that great intellectual experience, what would 
they have done with the college boys? Why, 
| they would have metaphorically wiped the earth 
with them. 


Ir MAY seem strange, but, nevertheless, it is 
a fact that since the decision of the base-ball 
championship and the cessation of playing. the 





average office-boy is in the enjoyment of better 


all means send the Indians to college; for they | 


Indians recently beat our best lacrosse clubs, | 
History says | 


health than he has been since May, which state- 
' ment is based on the fact that he is not taken 
sick at 3 P. M. any more; nor does he have to 
go home early in the afternoon to transact busi- 
ness for his mother, or have his picture taken 
with the Sunday-school class to which he be- 
longs. 


THE robin flies away, 
Seeking the mild South and the balmy sky, 
While here I linger with sweet visions gay, 
Eating a pumpkin-pie. 


The leaves aré gold and red; 
This is the color that the leaves should be, 
Because, you know, the summer-time has fled 
From mountain and from lea. 


So pull your wallet out, 
And just a quarter from your pile unshuck, 
And then invest it, if you ’d laugh and shout, 





Tn the last PicKINGS FROM PUCK. 





























NO WELCOME FORE LI’ 
Adopts the Abandoned Infant of the Re Home, ¢ 


Father Cleveland 
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A GREETING TO MARY ANDERSON. 











As plug-adornéd Lo, fair Nature’s child. 


Bold is thy genius, maiden of Kentucky, 


Untroubled by the least artistic doubt. 


Thus upon thee is set the seal superior, 


More statuesquely lovely of exterior 


Of both those mighty women—by this token, 





MOTHER GOOSE REVISED. 





That this is an Era of Revision no man in 
his senses can deny. Nothing is too sacred for 
the iconoclastic hands of the Reviser, either, 
and this is just where the evil of Revision gets 
in its work. There are, among other things, the 
Tariff, the Democratic State Ticket, the New 
Testament, and Rollin Squire’s poetry, that the 
ruthless reviser has tried to make ornamental, 
as well as useful, with but indifferent success. 

Why? 

Because his energies have been misdirected. 

No one can understand the Tariff in this de- 
generate age. Eminent authorities differ upon 
its primary meaning. ‘That celebrated Politi- 
cal Economist, General Hancock, says “it’s a 
local issue.” 

The Esteemed Editor of the New York ad- 
junct to the Congressional Record, the World, 
says it’s a “curséd thing,” while a Jarge ma- 
jority of the Republican statesmen of this land 
call it “a thing of joy and a beauty forever in 
every way, save as a subject on which to ex- 
press their views.’’ 

It is not surprising, therefore, that the Re- 
viser of the Tariff might just as well have stayed 
unborn, as far as the results of his work affect 
the welfare of his fellow-citizen. 

So with the Democratic State Ticket and 
the Testament. In these degenerate days most 
people have no use for either, and work upon 
them becomes a drug on the market. 

As for Rollin Squire’s verses —there are some 
subjects, which are too sacred to be exposed to 
the broad glare of light in which a column of 
PUCK is wont to bask. 

How different is the work of him who takes 
that which is easy of comprehension even to 
the infant mind, and revises it so that it not 
only loses none of its vigor and prehensility, 
but absorbs an additional meaning, and takes 
on a coat of the paint of immortality, which 
shall send it down the bowling-alley of Time 
to make a ten-strike in Eternity! 

The above metaphor is somewhat mixed, but 
its expressiveness is 18 carats, fine. 

Take Mother Goose, for instance. It is too 
antique for the child of the present day, and 
the parent of this same child has become so 
heartily tired of the empty jingles which have 
been chimed in his ears since his unmarried 





sister was an infant—and the Lord only knows 
how long that is—that he loses his temper at 
the slightest mention of Mother Goose. For 
an example, let us take that time-honored saw 
about Bobby Shaftoe, running as follows: 
Bobby Shaftoe ’s gone to sea, 
Silver buckles on his knee, 
He ’Il come back and marry me, 
Pretty Bobby Shaftoe. 
Bobby Shaftoe ’s fat and fair, 
Combing down his yellow hair, 
tle ’s my love forevermore, 
Pretty Bobby Shaftoe. 

Here is a crying need of revision. In the first 
place, if Bobby Shaftoe went to sea in these 
days with silver buckles on his knee, he’d be 
keel-hauled the first night out; and in the sec- 
ond verse there is a glaring infringement upon 
the sacred rights of the Laureate of England, 
Baron Tennyson. Mother Goose deserves ten 
dollars or ten days for her infringement on Mr. 
Laureate’s patent rhymester in making “ yellow 
hair”? and “ forevermore’ euphone, as it were. 

How much better, then, would be the follow- 
ing revised version of the same poem: 

Booby Shaftoe ’s gone to seed, 

Booby ’s slightly off his feed, 

And the “cops” to jail will lead 
Seedy Booby Shaftoe. 


Safe over the throbbing waves we hail thee, Mary, 
Thou daughter of the boundless Western wild, 
Whose new-born culture prances light and airy 


Simple the faith in which thou reachest out, 
And yankest Shakspere in, serenely plucky, 


Art’s strain upon thee is not wholly mental, 
It deals much more with thy melodious lung, | 
- But though thy accent ’s slightly Occidental, 
By British dudes thy praises have been sung. ‘| 
| 


And we accept thee with thy new cachet, 


Than when we sadly saw thee sail away. 


Come back, come back! and be the names unspoken 
Of Siddons and of Cushman—you ’re ahead 


‘That you ’re alive, and they—alack! they ’re dead. | 





| Booby Shaftoe ’s thin and lank, 
| Booby ’s busted of his bank, 

| Booby is a nawful crank, 

Seedy Booby Shaftoe. 


This mingles true pathos with hard 
fact in a way that will teach the young 
idea to shoot so as to hit the bull’s- 
eye of truth, and not run riot through 

| the gaudy fields of fiction. 
‘Then, again, how much more com- 
prehensible and beautiful are the fol- 
lowing gems: 
How To HusH A ‘ Byg,” 
Hush a bye, Booby, up in the tree, 
When the wind blows the cradle will flee; 
When the Cy-clones the cradle will crack, 
Down will come Booby, flat on his back. 
THE Mopern Bye, On, My Basy. 
Well, by the great Jigger! 
Before he was bigger, 
Oh, then my poor Babe was n’t bad. 
My baby is failing, 
For want of a whaling! 
But, alas, he can knock out his dad. 


We respectfully, but firmly,. call 
upon the scholars of this age to exert 
themselves in a field where their la- 
bors may be appreciated, and when 
their work is o’er they may be crown- 
ed with the harp of glory. 

SHAK JONES. 
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Auswars for the Aurious. 


Stale manuscripts and pomes, avaunt! Your fate 
Is but the ragman or the lurid grate. 

L. R.—Thanks. 

R. V.—We will not print your poem; but we will 
gladly see that your grave is kept green if you will furnish 
the grave. 

S. T. OuGHTON.—What ought we to give you for a 
string of puns such as you enclose? Well, about ten 
days, we should tiink. 

P. R. R.—We don’t know whether a long series of 
Russian baths would take the poetry out of a man’s sys- 
tem, if it had once struck in; but a watery grave certainly 
would. 

T. T. TALBoT.—What is our objection to receiving 
manuscripts written on both sides of the paper? Bless 
you, we haven’t any objection. Send ’em along. So long 
as you enclose stamps with them, we shall be glad to 
stow them away in the waste-basket just as pleasantly as 
though they were written on one side of the page only. 
We have no narrow prejudices in these matters. 

ARTEMISIA, Lowell, Mass.—No, dear. We admire 
the grand old granite-ribbed morality of New England; 
we know well what Puritan principles have done for this 
dissolute country; we are not ignorant of the lofty height 
of Eastern culture; but we simply can’t permit even a 
New England poetess to rhyme ‘* parsley ”’ and ‘* scarce- 
ly” in these columns. It may be all right in the dear old 
Commonwealth, Artemisia; but it won’t do here. 





THE JUVENILE EXHIBITION CRAZE. 





At 12 M, last week the fires of the Ironville Fur- 
nace Company were lighted by the eleven-months- 
old son of Superintendent Gush.— Z-xchange. 


To-day, at midnight, the gas will be turned off by 
the nine-year-old son of Captain McMullin, which 
will leave the city in darkness.— Another Exchange. 
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BEING 


Mr. B. G. Meddlycott was a novelist, and it 
was a ravishing delight to him. So much so 
that it could not have been more so, The cyn- 
ical reader will not be surprised to learn that 
he had not been a novelist long. His first novel 
had not been published, but it had been ac- 
cepted. Accepted! All night, dreaming of it, 
he started and struggled and wept and groaned, 
thinking it was not so; but as soon as he awoke 
he knew it was so, and the delight of finding 
that when he pinched himself he was pinching 
a novelist would act like a car-spring, and he 
would forthwith jump out of bed with the keen 
zest in life which no one but the just accepted 
novelist can ever know. If you should put in 
a compound four Christmases, a Fourth of July, 
a demon-boy and a nervous aunt with a tooth- 
ache, the resulting enthusiasm of the boy would 
serve only in the capacity of patching to that 
of Mr. M. 

When his wife said: “B. G., will you have 
some coal ordered?” “Will you change the 
pictures in the parlor?” “Won’t you get a 
horse, and take baby and me out riding?” he 
would gaily respond: “ Why, you old heroine, 
of course [ will. It’s just what I need; Pll 
work off a little of this fat, and get ready for 
the next story. Why, a man can’t wr?fe all the 
time; he’s got to exercise and work and pitch 
in with the busy world, and see how the busy 
world does things. I have been mewed up, 
writing away with my lit- 





A NOVELIST, 





lead little Henry in the ways of knowledge, so 
that when he grew up he, too, might be a great 
man. And in these halcyon days, Mrs. M. 
filled her armories with raiment, sent off pres- 
ents to her relatives, and gave parties enough 
to leave out everybody who had ever slighted 
her. Mr. M. was the life of these; but he 
could not help wishing that the book were al- 
ready out, so that the guests might chaff him. 
(What joy to be chaffed! But let that pass.) 
One day the book was out, and the publish- 
ers sent him a dozen copies. Vivifying ozone 
and electric currents! He sat down at the new 
desk to make up the packages for the mail. 
But first he took the prettiest-covered book and 
wrote on the fly-leaf: 
«¢ Theirs for their style I’ll read, his for his love.” —Shak. 


From your loving husband, B. G. 


Then he handed the book to Mrs. M., ex- 
pecting to see her fall into a transport of wifely 
pride and admiration, But Mrs. M.’s wifeliness 
took the form of a wifely preference for real 
stories from the circulating library to any make- 
believes of loving husbands. She therefore 
said, ‘* Well, I suppose you will want to keep 
one in the house,” and in this wifely fashion 
made the loving husband so mad that, if he 
had had thirteen books instead of twelve, it is 
likely that he would have spared one for a mis- 
sile. As it was, he determined to show the mat- 





AND ALL ABOUT IT. 


ter up in his next book, and then reverted to 
the joyful task of directing the packages, He 
sent one to his father, one to a girl he used to 
know, then one to another girl he used to know, 
and so on. Having exhausted the dozen, he 
contemplated the air complacently, and esti- 
mated the probable time before the girls would 
write and say it was the sweetest, most original 
book in existence. The world grew bright, and 
the novelist grew compassionate. He called 
himself a “ pretty fellow”? for having been an- 
gry when his wife did not gush over the book, 
“ How much do | gush over her management 
of the house and her care of little Henry ?” 
He gave himself a terrible lashing, and deter- 
mined to be a better man. He also determined 
to equip a hero with the same noble resolve in 
his next novel. 

*‘How long before they'll send you some 
money ?” asked the wife. 

“ About a month, I believe, is the usual time.” 

“ How much the first month ?” 

“ Well, that depends, you know, on how many 
they sell. If they sell ten thousand—let’s see 
—that would be a thousand dollars,” 

“Oh, you dear!” 

“ But they may sell only five thousand: 
hundred I'd get.” 

“ Five hundred!” 

* Not bad, eh ?” 

“Bad? How can you talkso? Five hun- 

dred a month for that silly 


five 








tle success ’’—-here he al- 
most jumped into the at- 
mosphere—*“ but now Pll 
come out of my shell. Just 
notice how long it will 
take me to get that horse 
around from Johnsing’s.” 

“J want a hat,” said 
Mrs. M., one day. And she 
added somewhat sharply: 
“ And I don’t want to spy 
along Broadway for the 
style, and then slink over 
to Sixth Avenue for the 
hat, either.”’ 

“ Why, of course not!” 
cried the man of letters. 
He took her down-town 
without delay, studying 
character in the crowded 
and he 
was so willing to buy the 
hat, and to pay a big price 
for it, that Mrs. M.’s en- 
joyment was completely 
destroyed. 

He bought himself a 
desk with a drawer for 
everything, and arranged 
a “den” up-stairs, where, 
like Black, he could have 
an inspiring view. By 
simply pressing his snub- 
nose against the window, 
he could see all up and 
down the street. In pur- 
suit of human nature, he 
went to theatres, horse- 
races, and balls; he joined 
aliterary club, and stopped 
to hear conversations be- 
tween laborers. But he 
was never cynical in his 
studies—except in a laugh- 
ing, genial way. He could 
detect more secret good 
in an ordinary millionaire 
than Dickens in a one- 
legged rag-picker. At 
home, he used gently to 
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story! Won’t mama be 
glad she lent you the mo- 
ney to pay for printing? 
We must have her here, 
and you can draw a few 
months’ ahead on the nov- 
el, and send us all off to 
the seashore.” 

A few days later, the 
family went to the station 
to welcome the mother- 
in-law. “‘This lady kissed 
Mrs. M., and then, in ex- 
cess of joy, for the good 
news had been written her, 
she kissed Mr. M. “It is 
an old kiss,”’ said the genial 
man to himself: “and it 
is a leather kiss, and 27 sent 
les dents artificielles; but 
it is the only kiss she has, 
and she gives it with an 
open heart.” 
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What a happy family! 
Every evening Mr. M. 
came from the office as 
blithe as a lark, ‘There 
was always wine for din- 
ner; and there was a din- 
ing-room maid, who, for 
a stipend, filled the neigh- 
bors with envy in aniline 
dyes. One evening, as 
they sat under the gas-jets, 
all turned on, Mr. Meddly- 

=> cott remarked: 
= “When I get my first 
: check, Mrs, Trotter, I will 
set myself right with you.” 

“ Benjamin,” returned 
| the matron—they had had 
champagne for dinner— 
“it is very unkind of you 
tosay so. I gave you the 
money. If you send Elia 
to the seaside, the old ma- 
ma will be satisfied.” 


ee 





and what achange! There 
were no parties, no car- 








But three months later, ° 
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riages from Johnsing’s, no maid, no wines, no 
flood of gaslight. Mrs. ‘Trotter demanded her 
money. Meddlycott said he had never thought 
of such folly as that the ladies should go to the 
seashore; and when Mrs. M. sobbed, “ Don’t 
you value Henry’s life?’ he replied that if 
Henry wasn’t well, he could stop eating enough 
for four men. The check had not come. Wear- 
ily Mr. M. had waited for it—waited with that 
sickening despair which only the professional 
waiter can ever know—and now he was a soured 
and broken man, loathing himself for his old 
enthusiasm. And this was well; for one morn- 
ing, instead of rising with the birds, he waited 
until he had sense enough to last him through 
the day. “My book has not sold.” ‘Then his 
reason came into play. ‘‘ Because people don’t 
like it? No; for they have not bought it to 
see. I will make them buy it tosee.” And 
he did. He had a new cover designed, capa- 
ble of distracting attention from a meteor. It 
showed a coquettish girl, some money-bags, a 
pair of hand-cuffs, and a letter in cipher, half 
drawn from an envelope post-marked “Sing 
Sing.” Then he denounced the book in the 
papers for having openly introduced in its pages 
leading people of the city, and having brought 
against them charges of terrible, but hitherto 
unsuspected crimes, which they had duly ex- 
piated in the penitentiary. “What a com- 
ment,”’ he cried: “ upon our slander-loving age, 
that already fifty thousand copies of this book 
have been turned, hot and seething, from the 
press!”’ 

Now Meddlycott is a real novelist. It is not 
a ravishing delight to him, but he knows how 
to make money. 

WILLISTON FIsH. 








WHEN a newspaper, during its passage through 
the mails, shows signs of bursting from its wrap- 
per and traveling éucog., as it were, the careful 
post-office official secures it with a piece of twine 
almost long enough and strong enough to tow 
a canal-boat. If the twine is not handy, he 
wraps it around with more string than a grocery- 
man uses to tie up seven pounds of sugar, four 
mackerel, three pounds of crackers and two 
quarts of beans.—Norristown Herald. 

‘THE song of the place-hunter is: “A public 
office is a public trust; but 1 must have one or 
I shall bust.”-—W. O. Picayune. 








A aN who looked like a stockholder walked 
into the office of President Ingalls of the “ Big 
Four” the other day, and, after saying good- 
morning, he remarked, inquiringly: 

“Does your railroad ever give any passes ?” 

“No, sir,” replied the president, promptly: 
“it issues no passes whatever.” 

“‘ Never passes anything, eh ?”’ 

‘“‘ Never, sir.”’ 

“1 thought maybe it did. 
town.” 

** You did?” 

“Yes, I did. I heard it passed a dividend 
last week.” 

Mr. Ingalls took a header into a pile of paper 
on his desk, and the man sighed heavily and 
went out like a tallow-candle in a draft.— M/er- 
chant Traveler. 


I heard so up- 


SaID a rich guest to her gracious Union Park 
hostess: 

“The tea is most delicious, 
known its flavor equaled.” 

‘Pray let me serve you another dish.”’ 

“No, thanks; I can never drink but one 
cup.” 

“One cup! Why, you remember when Samuel 
Johnson took tea with Mrs, ‘Vhrale, he drank at 
least sixteen dishes,” 

“The lands! I should think that would have 
killed him long ago.” 

A gloom has fallen on the literary circles of 
Union Park. — Chicago Herald. 


THE ruling price of gold-mines in North 
Carolina is five dollars, ‘This gives the work- 
ingman a chance to become a capitalist— New 
York Graphic. 


I have never 





ACCOMMODATION. 

ANY WELL RATED BUSINESS HOUSE IN CITY OR COUNTRY, who 
may be desirous of obtaining accommodation on their paper, or 
on merchandise, can secure same by addressing Absolutely Con- 
fidential, Box 2,517, New York. References exchanged. 261 





CONSUMPTION CURED. 

An old physician, retired fiom practice, having had placed in 
his hands by an East India missionary the formula of a simple 
vegetable remedy for the speedy and permanent cure of Con- 
sumption, Bronchitis, Catarrh, Asthma and all throat and Lung 
Affections, also a po itive and radical cure for Nervous Debility 
and all Nervous Complaints, after having tested its wonderful 
curative powers in thousands of cases, has felt it his duty to make 


it Known to his suffering f-llows. Actuated by this motive anda 
desire to relieve human suffering, I will send free of charge, to all 
who desire it, this recipe, in German, French or English, with 
full directions for preparing and using. Sent by mail by address- 
ing with stamp, naming this paper, W. A. Noyes, 149 Power’s 
Block, Rochester, N. ¥ 271 
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, A Little Mechanical Ingenuity, applied to the Millinery Business, would result in the Produc- 
tion of a Hat that would gratify a Woman’s Highest Ambition for Street Wear, and at the same time 


make Theatre-going Possible to Hapless Men. 





—From the German. 





HEN the EQUINOX is 

blowing and the rain 

is drenching every one who 

dares to put his nose out 
of doors 


BROWNS GONGER, 


the GENUINE ARTICLE, with 
hot water and sugar, causes 


the STRENCTH to 


be sustained, makes the skin 
to act well, and does no 


TRY_IT, 
Frederick Brown, 
Philadelphia. 
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FALL OPENING. 
STOCK FULL AND COMPLETE. 
All the Novelties. Latest Designs. 
TO ORDER. 


Imported Diagonal Suits from $25.00 
Business Suits 6s 20.00 
Fall Overcoats 6 18.00 
Pants se 5.00 


Estimates furnished for Liveries and Uniforms. 


Wa Seulor- 


145, 147, 149 Bowery 
and 
Broadway and oth Street, 
Opposite Stewart's, New York. 


Samples and Selfmeasurement Rules Mailed on Application. 


Newest Colorings. 










































































Svce to any address. 











THE CELEBRATED 


tt. Of 


ARE AT PRESENT THE MOST POPULAR 
AND PREFERRED BY LEADING ARTISTS. 
WAREROOMS: 

149, 151, 153, 155 East 14th Street, N. Y. 


SOHMER & Co. 


CHICACO. ILL.: NO. 209 WABASH AVENUE. 


EDEN MUSEE __55 West 23d Street. 

e Open from ll toll. Sundays from 
1toll. — Wonderful Tableaux and Groups in Wax—Chamber of Horrore 
—Trip round the World in 600 Stereoscopic Viewe—Concerts in the Winter 
—_— every afternoon and evening. Admission to all, 50 cents. Chil- 
dren, 25 cents. 


THE NEWEST BOOKS. 


A REMARKABLE NOVEL, 


A MISSION FLOWER. 


By Georce H. Picarp. The Publishers are confident of marked 
success for this excellent piece of work, Most attractively printed 
and bound, with design of apple blossoms stamped in colors on 








cloth cover, $1. 


A Welcome Laugh-Producer 


THE GOOD THINGS OF UIFE. 


SECOND SERIES. 


Selected from the brightest American humorous paper, “ Life."” 
A collection of the best things which have appeared in it since the 
issue of ‘YH Goop THINGs oF Lire. First Series. 

Oblong quarto, with highly ornamental and humorous design 
on brown cover in red and gold. 

Cloth, bevelled boards, gilt edges, $2.00. 


ROSEBUDS. 


One of the most charming color-books for children which have 
ever been published. Sixty-four pages of designs of little ones in 
many colors and in mono-tints. By Vircinta Gerson. Beauti- 


Sully printed in the highest grade of color-work. Bound in double 


covers with designs of rosebuds and little children. 
4to, boards, varnished covers, cloth back, $2.00. 


RECENT AMERICAN ETCHINGS. 


A collection of recent etchings made or selected especially for 
this book. With text, including an essay on etching in America. 
By J. R. W. Hircucock. 

Size of page 1734x3 inches. 

A companion to the extremely successful Some Modern Etch- 
ings, of which every copy has been sold. 

Original plates by some of our foremost American etchefs, com- 

sings 
. Breton Courtyarp (Anz Impression of Sunlight), by F. S. 
King.—Curistmas Eve, dy W. H. Shelton.—A Srasmpe Resi- 
pence, by Henry Farrer. —A Morninc Wark, dy Hamilton 
Hamilton.—MoonuiGut aT Low Tipe, dy ¥ C Nicoll. —Tue 
1 uck’s Parapisr, 6y Charles | olkmar.—Gnranppa, by Katherine 
Levin.—Goats, by $. A. S. Monks. —Brach ar GLoucester 
Mass., dy Kruseman van Etten.—Tue MANnvorin Prayer, dy F. 
Ff. Calahan. 

Regular impressions on etching paper. Bound in dark olive- 
green cloth, with remarkable stamp nz on cover in white and 
gold, $10.00; same, in black portfolio, $.2.50. Each copy num- 


bered. 
‘TME ABOVE PRICES WILL BE INCREASED WITHOUT NOTICE AS 
SOON AS FEW COPIES REMAIN UNSOLD, 


Only ten of the proof copies remain unsold. For full descrip- 
tions, send for White, Stokes & Allen’s new catalogue. Mailed 
t Contains announcements af many interest- 
tig new miscellaneous and holiday books. 





Any of the above books can be had of your bookseller, or will 
he sent to any address at publishers’ expense, on receipt of ad- 


vertised pr'ce, 


Vhite, Stokes & Allen, 


PUBLISHERS, 
182 Fifth Avenue, New York City. 
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FOR ALL! $5 to $8 per day easily 
made. Costly outfit FREE, Address: 
258] BP. O. VICKERY, Augusta, Maine. 
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QUITE CHILLING. 
BANKER GOLDSCHMIDT.—* Judge Ingersoll, my son would esteem it his highest good fortune if you 


would bestow upon him one of your girls.” 


JupGe INGERSOLL.—* And which one of my girls does your son fancy?” 
BANKER GOLDSCHMIDT.—*‘I will call him, so that he can say for himself.” 
JupcE INGERSOLL.—“ And I will call my girls, so that he can make a choice for himself. Here they 


are. 


I can say one thing in their favor—they all use Sapolio.” 


( Tableau.) 





“On, ho!”? exclaimed a suburban passenger 
to his milkman: “got a box of chalk under 
your arm, haven’t you? Bought it in the city 
and taking it out to the dairy, eh? Now, will 
you be kind enough to tell me what you are 
going to do with it ?” 

“ Certainly, sir, certainly,’ replied the milk- 
man: “your wife tells my driver to chalk it 
down so often that he has run out of crayons, 
and I’m laying ina newsupply. If you’ll come 
out to the farm I’ll show you your statement 
of account on the side of the cow-barn,”— 
Chicago Herald. 


A GENTLEMAN in this city, who sends his linen 
to the Troy laundry, wants to know whether 
the collars and cuffs are ironed on the railroad 
track between here and the City-on-the-Hudson, 
and whether the first passage through the wash- 
ing-machines couldn’t be managed so that it 
would leave a button on his shirt.—PAz/ade/- 
phia News. 

Aw Augusta (Ga.) man is training monkeys 
to play base-ball. His verdict is that they play 
a tolerably fair game; but as their abuse of the 
umpire is uttered in the Simian dialect, he fears 
that their ability will not be recognized.— Boston 
Transcript, 





Popular trial shows the worth of every article; and 34 years’ 
constant use has proven the great efficacy of Dr. Bull’s Cough 
Syrup; it has no superior. 





HAYWARD 
HAND GRENADE 


FIRE EXTINGUISHERS. 
THE BEST EVER PRODUCED. 


Retiable, simple, economical; will not freeze or 
burst. Resists the action ofall climates, will not de- 
teriorate with age. Extinguishes fires in- 
stantly. Easily broken; can be used by anyone. 
The liquid contained in it is absolutely harmless to flesh and 
fabric. Everything it touches becomes fireproof, for whatever 
it falls upon will not burn. We do rotclaim to extinguish con- 
flagrations or to usurp the place occupied by the fire <depart- 
ments, but we emphatically hold that no incipient fire can possibly 
live where the 

__.. HAYWARD HAND GRENADES 

are used as directed, and thus conflagrations or disastrous fires 
are prevented. Be cautious and don’t puchase Worth- 
less imitations. Send to us for full particulars and one of 
our new pamphlets containing proofs of the wonderful efficiency 
of our Grenades in extinguishing actual fires. No farmhouse, 
barn, private residence, hotel, public building or manufactory 
should be without their protection. We want dive, active, reli- 
aéle men for agents in the United States, Address 


HAYWARD HAND GRENADE CO., 








STATUE OF “LIBERTY ENLIGHTENING THE WORLD.” 


More Money Needed. 


The Committee in charge of the construction 
of the pedestal and the erection of the Statue, 
in order to raise funds for 
its completion, have prepared, from 
model furnished by the artist, a perfect fac-simtle 
Miniature Statuette, which they are deliverin 
to subscribers throughout the United States ai 
the following prices : 

No. 1 Statuette, six inches in height,—the 
Statue bronzed ; Pedestal, nickel-silvered,—at 
One Dollar each, delivered. 

No. 2 Statuette, in same metal, twelve inches 
high, beautifully bronzed and nickeled, at 

“ive Dollars each, delivered. 

No. 3 Statuette, <dwelve inches high, finely 
chased, Statue bronzed, Pedestal, Fleavily 
Silwver-Plated, wIiTH PLUSH sTAND, at 
Ten Dollars each, delivered. 

Much time and money have been spent in 
| ananaen g the Statuettes, and they are much 

mproved over the first sent out. The Com- 
mittee have received from subscribers many 
letters of commendation. 

The New York World Fund of $100,000 com- 

letes the Pedestal, but it is estimated that 

,000 is yet needed to pay for the iron fasten- 
ings and the erection of the Statue. 

iberal subscriptions for the Miniature Statu- 
ettes will produce the desired amount. 

Address, with remittance, 


RICHARD BUTLER, Secretary, 
American Committee of the Statue of Liberty, 
33 Mercer Street, New York. 








296 407—409 Broadway, New York. 
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GRATEFUL—COMFORTING. 


COCOA 


Numbers 9, 10 and 26 of the English Puck will be 
bought at this office at 10 cents per copy. 
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For CLeansinc THE Sxin and Scalp of Birth Humors, for allay 
ing Itching, Burning and Inflammation, for curing the first symp- 
toms of Eczema, Psoriasis, Milk Crust, Scall Head, Scrofula, and 
other inherited skin and blood diseases, CuricurA, the great Skin 
Cure, and Cuticura Soap, an exquisite Skin Beautifier, externally, 


and CuticuraA REsOLveENT, the new Blood Purifier. internally, are 
infallible. Absolutely pure. Sold everywhere. Price, CuTicurA. 
soc.; SOAP, 25c.; RESOLVENT, $1. Potter DRUG AND CHEMICAL 
Co., Boston. 

4am” Send for ‘‘ How to Cure Skin Diseases.”” 


Scrofula of Lungs. 


I am now 49 years old, and have suffered for the 
last fifteen years with alung trouble, I have spert 
thousands of dollars to arrest the march of this dis 
ease; but temporary relief was all that I obtained, I 
was unfit for any manual labor for several years. A 
friend strongly recommended the use of Swift’s Spe- 
cific (S.S.5.) claiming that he himself had been great- 
ly benefited by its use in some lungtroubles. I re- 
solvedtotryit The resultsareremarkable. My cough 
has Icft me, my strength has returned, and I weigh 
sixty pounds more than I ever did in my life. It has 
been thr e years since I stopped the use of the medi- 
cine, but I have had no return of the disease, and there 
are no pains or weakness felt in my lungs. I do the 
hardest kind of work. T. J. Horr. 

Montgomery, Ala., June 25, 1885. 





Swift’s Specific is entirely vegetable. Treatise on 
Blood and Skin Diseases mailed free. 

Tue Swirt Spsciric Co., Drawer 3, Atlanta, Ga., 
or 157 W. 23d St., N.Y. 








State if you wish 
this book in Eng- 
lish or German. 








WORTH 
SENDING FOR 


Dr. J. H. Schenck has just published a book on 
DISEASES OF THE LUNGS 
and HOW THEY CAN BE CURED, 
Mipich ne offere to send FRE EEE, post-paid, toll ar 


t tr 
suppose themselves afflicted with, or liable to any 26 
disease of the throat or lungs. Mention this pat ’ 
Dr.J.H.SCHENCK & SON, Philadelphiae 
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MAGIC LANTERN 
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pro) 
Lanterns for Home Amusement.. 136 oe Catalogue free. 
MCALLISTER, Mfg. Optician,49 Nassau St., N.Y. 








Simple and prac- 
BOO K- KEEPI NG at HO M E tical. USED by 
Over 100 Leading Firms in Chicago. Easily learned 
without assistance, by the use of our large 240 page instruction 
book, complete with forms for practice and full explanation, 
only $1. Lessons by mail. Seven Account System Business 
College, Chicago. 279 


NCLO-SWISS MILK 
CONDENSED r 
MILKMAID BRAND, 
Economical and convenient for all 


kitchen purposes. Better for babies than 
uncondensed milk. Soldeverywhere.§ 148 




















A REPORT flew around a Michigan village, the 
other day, to the effect that the trusted cashier 
of the only bank in the place had skipped out 
with twenty thousand dollars. ‘here was great 
excitement and a rush of depositors; but the 
president of the bank met each one with a smile 
and an assurance that not a dollar was missing. 
‘he cashier was arrested in Detroit, and the 
twenty thousand dollars were found in his trunk. 
When he had been brought back, the president 
was asked why he denied the theft of the money. 
“On business principles,” was his prompt re- 
ply: “Had the cashier got into Canada, I 
should have been obliged to bust or follow him, 
There were thirty thousand dollars more in the 
safe, and I didn’t want the depositors to get it 
and leave me in the lurch.” — Wad/ Street News. 


‘THE Rev. Mr. Curry is to go as our Baptist 
Minister to Spain. Below will be found a few 
hints to young paragraphers: 

Hope he will Curry favor with— 

— — — Curry comb (new). 

Diplomat with Curry (this may be varied in 
many ways). 

Besides these, something may be done with 
“ Curry ’-—which ought to be synonymous with 
“puppy” or “ doggy,” and also with the vari- 
ous forms of curricle, curriculum, etc.—/i%tts- 
burgh Chronicle- Telegraph. 


SERvIA threatens to fight. If she should, and 
anybody should find it out, she might get 
kicked.— Boston Post. 





THE WESTSHORE ANNEX SERVICE 
between the Weehawken Station of the West Shore Railway, 
Jersey City Station of Penn. R. R. and foot of Fulton Street, 
Brooklyn, has been discontinued for the Winter, but will be re- 
sumed in the Spring with improved fast boats. 287 


BAUS PIANOS 


In Use at the Grand Conservatory of Music 


PRICES LOW. TERMS EASY. 
WAREROOMS: 


58 WEST 23rd STREET, NEW YORK. 
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BITTERS. 


An excellent appetizing tonic of exquisite flavor, now used over the 
whole world, cae Beene sia, Dierthen Fever and Ague, and all 
disorders of the Digestive Organs. A few drops impart 6 delicious fia- 
vor to a glass of champagne, and to all summer drinks. Try it, an 
beware of counterfeits. Ask your grocer or druggist for the genuine 
article, manufactured by DR. J. G. B. SIEGERT & SONS. 


J. W., WUPPERMANN, SOLE AGENT. 
51 BROADWAY. N. ¥. 


BOKER'S BITTERS 












The Oldest and Best of all 
STOMACH BITTERS, 
AND AS FINE A CORDIAL AS EVER MADE, 
To be had in Quarts and Pints. 
L. FUNKE, JR., Sole Manufacturer and Proprietor. 
78 John Street, Now York. 











SOHMER & CO., 
Manufacturers of First class Pianos. 


Our representative, on his recent visit to 
their handsome Warerooms, was astonished 
to see so many customers, contracting for 
Sohmer Pianos, Mr. Chas Fahr, with Soh. 
mer & Co., in showing him around, stated, 
that the demand for their Pianos is quite 
extraordinary and are especially sought for 
by the musical profession for their own 

rivate use. Their “Bijou” Grand, in par- 

cular, (French named for “Gem”, and pat- 
ented for them) is their great attraction, it 
being the smallest Grand Piano ever manu- 
factured, (five feet). For fullness of tone, it 
~— the largest sized Grand piano now 
n use. 

In conclusion, we wish to state that, wher- 
ever a testimonial for endurance, perseve- 
rance and progress is due at all, it certainly 
— be awarded to the firm of Sohmer 
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THE CHEAPEST AND BEST ! 


\ 
-{ 


| ) fe) ANCATLNA NG. ©. 


©7 PARK PLACE,NEW YORK: 


AND 





Philadelphia, 176. Paris, ‘78. 


America’s Favorite Beer, 
BREWED BY 


THE ANHEUSER-BUSCH B. A, 





The Anheuser-Busch Standard. 
The Original Budweiser. 


The Erlanger. The Pale Lager. The Faust. 


Amsterdam, ’83. New Orleans, ’85. 











HALFORD we 
3 SAUCE. 
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THE GREAT RELISH. = 








PERLE D’OR 


CazLAIMPAGINSES 
Dry and Extra Dry. 


178 Duane St., N. Y. 





IF_YOU ARE MARRIED scutes 


we can send you valuabie intormation which you onght to know. Send 
your address and we will send our 16 page p:mphlet FREE. Address 
230 OGILVIE & CO., 131 Rose Street, New York. 


Numbers g, 10 and 26 of the English Puck will be bought at 
this office at 10 cents per copy. 
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Illustrated price lists sent free py mail. 
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THE DIAMOND BAND INSTRUMENTS. 
Our $15 Cornet the best in the world for the money. Send for one on trial. 


MICHICAN MUSICAL MANUFACTURING CO., 


DETROIT, MICHIGAN. 
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ROLLER. ano 
SKATES 


4 

SPRINGFIELD,MASS. \ 

0 Pace CaracocueMAiLeo 
ON RECEIPT OF 2 CENTS 


301 








oenold 
Constable KS Co, 


Undergarments and Hosiery 


FOR FALL AND WINTER. 


Medium and Heavy Weights 
in Spun and bright Silk. Lamb’s 
Wool, Scarlet, Cashmere, Bal- 
briggan and Merino Shirts and 
Drawers for Ladies’, Gentle- 
men’s, Misses’ and Boys’ wear. 
An Extensive stock of Fine 
Hosiery in the latest Styles. 


Proadooay LK 19th ot. 


New York. 








CLUETT'S 


AND ; CUFFS 
TRADE MARK, 
MONARCH SHIRTS 
SOLD BY LEADING DEALERS 


OF FRONT 2IN: 


ETIQUETTE 


WIDTH 


00 























PATENT COVERS FOR FILING PUCK: 


Reduced to Seventy-five Cents. 


They are simple, strong and easily used. Preserve the 
papers perfectly, as no holes are punched through them. 
Will always lie open, even when full. Allow any paper 
on file to be taken off without disturbing the rest. By 
mail to any part of the United States, $1.00. To Canada, 
by express, $1.25. 

KEPPLER & SCHWARZMANN, 


21, 23 & 25 Warren St., N. Y. 





Send one, two, three or five dollars 
for a retail box, by express, of the best 
Candies in the World, put up im hand- 
some boxes. Allstrictly pure. Suitable 
for presents. Try itonce. 





Address Cc. F. CUNTHER, Confectioner, 
78 Madison St.. Chicago. 
— $S 


YOU CAN SECURE A WHOLE 
DUCAL BRUNSWICK GOVERNMENT BOND. 


These bonds are shares in a loan, the interest of which fs paid out in pre- 
miun.s three times yearly. Every bond is entitled to THREE DRAWINGS 
ANNUALLY, until each’ and every bond is redeemed, with a lirger or 
smaller premium. Every dues MUST draw one of the following premiums, 
&s there are no BLANKS 


Prem. Rech’mks. Reh’mks. | Prem. Reh’mks. Reh’mks. 
1 at 150,000 equals 150,000 at 3,600 eqnals 3,600 
1 at 90,000 We 90,000 1 at 3,000 3,000 
1 at 60,000 pis 60,000 2 at 1,800 - 3,600 
1 at 12,000 12,000 30, at 300 » 9,000 
1 at 10,800 ned 10,800 5 at 225 = 1,125 
1 at 9.000 is 9,000 6 at 180 - 1,080 
1 at 7.500 * 7,500 6 ut 105 . 630 
1 at 6,000 a 60001 7,640 at 69 . 627,160 


Together 7,700 PREMIUMS, amounting to 900,495 REICHSMARKS, The 
next redemption takes place on the Fi-st of ‘Nove mbers We “ed 
bond bought of us on or before the 1st Sot RovEM BER, UNTIL z 
is entitled to the whole premium that may be drawn thereon on thet an 
Out-of-town orders sent in REGISTERED LETTERS, and inclosing $5, willsecure 
one of these bonds for the next drawing. Balance payable in monthly in- 
stalments. For orders, circulars, or any other information, address 


INTERNATIONAL BANKING CoO., 
160 Fulton Street, cor. Broadway, New York City. 
ESTABLISHED IN 1874. 


& The above Government Bons are not to be compared with any Lot- 
tery whatsoever, as lately decided by the Court of Appeals, and do not con 
Hict with any of "the laws of the United States. 





N. B.—In writing, please state that you saw this in the English Puck. 


Atways look upon the bright side of life. 
Remember that a red hair shows much plainer 
on a black coat than a dark one.— Philadelphia 
Chronicle- Herald. 


OF course we do not wish to prevent ladies 
calling upon us, but will merely mention the 
fact that there are mice in our editorial-rooms. 
—Lowell Citizen, 


It is well to be explicit, and give all the 
facts. A rural exchange informs its readers 
that the late Cardinal McCloskey ‘‘ was never 
married.” —orristown Herald, 


GirL. —‘“‘Gimme quarter-pound of tea, quick.” 

Clerk.—“ What kind, green or black ?” 

Girl.—‘‘ The blackest you’ve got. It’s 
colored funeral.””— Barber s Gazette. 


fora 


SomME one says the Goddess of Liberty on 
the silver dollar looks as though she had lost 
something. She has. She’s lost fifteen cents 
she can’t seem to find.— Yorkers Statesman. 


GENERAL BUTLER expects to die in four years, 
as per presentiment. He would probably have 
his life insured for the benefit of his party, if 
he had any idea what party it would be in four 
years.— Detroit Free Press. 


ROCKFORD, Illinois, is so sensitive that it is 
shocked by the immorality of Lawrence Bar- 
rett’s “ Francesca da Rimini.” If the actors 
were only dressed in blue jeans, Rockford would 
like it better.--Boston Post. 


A Lonpon paper says that the race between 
the Genesta and Puritan was not a fair trial, 
because the latter was built on purpose. This 
will surprise many persons in this country. It 
was supposed that the Puritan was built on 
purpose to be beaten by the Genesta. It was 
pretty mean to deceive the Britishers that way. 
—WNVorristown Herald. 


A Missouri editor compliments an [fllinois 
brother in the following choice language: “ ‘This 
alieged Democratic Quincy editor is a liar, a 
traitor and a base brute; a blackmailer, who 
writes unparsable English; a wrecker of virtue, 
a moral leper, a mass of corruption, a sheep- 
killing dog, a hen-roost robber, a jackal, a ghoul, 
a hyena, a bloodsucker, a hell-hound, a devil 
incarnate, a vampire, a lickspittle, a liar, a tree- 
toad, a viper, a pestilential vapor, a miasmatic 
poison, an upas shade, a sandbagger, a slugger, 
a pirate, a petty thief, a cringing, crawling cra- 
ven, a blowhard, a blackleg, a deadbeat, a de- 
faulter, an Ishmaelite, an outcast, a hypocrite, 
an arch fiend of perdition.” The Illinois man 
must be versatile, at all events, if this outline 
sketch is accurate.— Boston Post. 


WHILE a New Yorker was stopping for a day 
or two at a hotel in a county village in Ne- 
braska, the landlord circulated the report that 
“a real live Wall Street broker”? could be seen 
at his house. Among those who “ responded” 
were a farmer and his wife. As they entered 
the hotel the farmer asked: 

“ Whar’ do you keep the blamed thing ?” 

“ What ?” 

“The broker.” 

“Oh, he’s around.”? 

“ Haven’t you got any chain on him, or muz- 
zle ?”” 

“‘ Of course not.” 

“Then, Sally, we'll git right out o’ here. 
Nobody knows when these ’ere half-tame ani- 
mals are going to rip and claw and bite and 
spatter your gore over the front veranda. Bet- 
ter chain him up, landlord—some of the boys 
may shoot him.”— Wad/ Strect News. 





Blair’s Pills.—Great English Gout and Rheumatic Remedy. 
Oval box, 34; round, 14 Pills, At all druggists’. 303 





Angostura Bitters were prepared by Dr. J. G. B. Siegert 
for hs private use. ‘heir reputation is such to-day that they 
have become generally known as the best appetizing tonic. Be- 
ware of counterfeits. Ask your ee or drug~ist for the genuine 
artic’e, manufactured by Dr. J. G. B. Siegert & Sons. 





COLUMBIA BICYCLES 
AND TRICYCLES. 


ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE SENT Freer. 


THE POPE MT'G C0., 


597 Washington St., Boston, Mass. 
BRANCH HOUSES: 


12 Warren Street, New York. 


115 Wabash Ave., Chicago. 133 





AT WHOLESALE RATES TO AG :NTS. 


2,500 


Harper’s Magazine - = = $3.10 & year. 
Harper’s Weekly - = = $3.30 

W N. Y. Fireside Companion - 2.40" * 
N. Y. Weekly World - - - lle 
N. Y. Weekly Iribune - - - 95"" “ 


All others at like low rates. 
now ready, sent free. 


W. H. MOORE, 
Brockport, Monroe Co., New York. 


AND Price list, 


MAGAZINES. 








306 
Illus. Catalogue Opti- 
cal, Musical, Electric, 
Mechanical & Magical 
298 


Curios and Wonders, 


HARBACH ORGAN CO.Phila.Pa, MaGic LANTE 





WELL QUALIFIED ACENTS 


Are wanted by an Amsterdam Banking Honse for the sale of Preminm 


Bonds, lawful in the United States, at ‘monthly instalments. The most 
lucrative terms allowed, and in case ofa satisfactory result a station- 

ary salary. Apply, STATING OCCUPATION and references, to H. 02195 a, 

care of Messrs. Haasenstein & V ogler, Advertising Agents, Hannover, 
(Germany). 








DENTAL OFFICE OF 
Philippine Dieffenbach-Truchsess 


NO. 162 WEST 23D STREET, Bet. 6th and 7th Aves., N. Y. 





Forces! jenariant  Baratae. 


el BEARD ELIXIR ,"o-=! Fhe 


Extra Badny Quick, Sal No 
other remedy. Zor 3 Phgs. d ork 
Will_ prow aot 4 forfeit Slo Price 
per Pkg. with directions —s — 
pard 25 cus mi ata 

Smith Mfg. Co., Palatine, lls. 


A. WEIDMANN & CO., 


Sos BROADWAY, 
Cor. Duane Street, NEW YORE. 


Importers and Manufacturers of 
TOYS, FIREWORKS, 
Masks, Gold and Silver Trimmings, Spangles and other 
Material for Costumes, ete. 












Puck’s ALMANAC for 1878, 15 cents. 
Puck’s ANNUAL for 1880, 1881, 1882, 1883, 1884 and 
1885, 25 cents per copy. 
PUCK ON WHEELS, No. 1, 1880, No. 3, 1882, No. 4, 
1883, and No. 5, 1884, 25 cents per copy. 
PICKINGS FROM PUCK, 
Crop, Sixteenth Edition,) 25 cents. 
(First Crop, Sixteenth Edition,) 25 cents. 
(First Crop, Sixteenth Edition,) 25 cents. 
(First Crop, Sixteenth Edition, ) 25 cents. 
(First Crop, Sixteenth Edition) 25 cents. 
(First Crop, Sixteenth Edition,) 25 cents, 
(Second Crop, Sixth Edition,) 25 cents. 
Puck’s CAMPAIGN SERIES, 1884, $3.75; by mail, $4.25. 
All of the above publications are still in print and 
Address 


(First 


will be mailed upon receipt of price. 
OFFICE OF PUCK, 
Nos. 23—25 Warren Street, New York. 








TAPE WORM. 


INFALLIBLY CURED with two spoons of medicine in two or 
three hours. For particulars address with stamp to 


H. EICKHORN, No. 6 St. Mark’s Place. New York. 





NOTICE TO ADVERTISERS. 
Advertisements or changes of Advertisements on 12th, 
13th and 14th pages of Puck must be handed in on 
Wednesday before 3 P. M. 
Forms of the 15th page are closed Friday at noon. 
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SHAKY SITUATION OF THE POLITICAL BLONDIN 


THE 


boys, till we get across?” 


D. B. Hitt.—“ Great Tweed! Can’t you keep quiet, 





